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Ah, how I admire your fidelity,
Dark cypresses !

Is it the secret of the long-nosed Etruscans ?
The long-nosed, sensitive-footed, subtly-smiling Etrus-
cans,
Who made so little noise outside the cypress groves ?

Among the sinuous, flame-tall cypresses

That swayed their length of darkness all around

Etruscan-dusky, wavering men of old Etruria:

Naked except for fanciful long shoes,

Going with insidious, half-smiling quietness            10

And some of Africa's imperturbable sang-froid

About a forgotten business.

What business, then ?

Nay, tongues are dead, and words are hollow as

hollow seed-pods,

Having shed their sound and finished all their echoing
Etruscan syllables,
That had the telling.
Yet more I see you darkly concentrate,
Tuscan cypresses,

On one old thought:                                            20

On one old slim imperishable thought, while you

remain

Etruscan cypresses ;
Dusky, slim marrow-thought of slender, flickering men

of Etruria,
Whom Rome called vicious.

Vicious, dark cypresses:

Vicious, you supple, brooding, softly-swaying pillars
of dark flame.